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Let The Games Begin 


Author's Notes: 

Set during the making of Hotel California. The idea for this story came about after examining Glenn Frey and 
Don Henley's relationship, musical and personal. | just love their chemistry and friendship, so this happened. | 
own nothing, except for the story and ideas. 


"Glenn, ya comin’ out for drinks tonight?", inquired Don in that raspy southern twang of his, eyes focused on 
Glenn's. The younger brunette male quickly swallowed, taking a deep breath. Henley's voice always had a way of 
affecting him, whether he wanted it to or not. "Uh yeah, I'll be there", he replied. Glenn then immediately 


cursed himself for allowing Don's voice to affect him so greatly and so noticeably at that. 


Don smirked, catching the slight hesitation in Frey's voice as he spoke. He took great pride in the effect he had 
over Glenn, in many ways. "Great. It'll be fun. Joe'll be joining us tonight, so we gotta make him feel welcome’, 
he replied, a Cheshire Cat grin formed upon his features. Glenn nodded in response, shaking his head and knew 
full well Don would stir up shit as he always did. And now with Joe Walsh joining the fray, things would only get 


more chaotic. 


Later that night, Glenn was already at the Troubadour, the boys' regular hangout, and anxiously awaited the 
arrival of the others. A few moments later, Don sauntered into the club. He was dressed to the nines, as 
always. Glenn found himself unable to look away from his friend and fellow bandmate. Don caught Glenn's gaze, 
smirking in the direction of the other male and gave him a wink as he made his way over to the bar and 
settled in next to him. "Tequila", called out Henley to the bartender, his eyes not once leaving Frey's. Glenn 
swore he was burning from the inside out, and he hadn't even had any alcohol yet. This was going to be a long 


night.. 


You've Got Me Under Your Spell 


Author's Notes: 
| own nothing besides the story and ideas. 


The bartender quickly filled Don's request and slid over a couple shots of tequila his way. The Texan grinned, 
quickly grabbing his shot glass, and passing the other to Glenn "Let's toast. To music, friendship and to us", he 
said, looking over at Glenn, blue eyes sparkling under the fluorescent lights and raised his glass. Glenn smiled, 
despite himself, raising his glass in return and clinked it against Don's. "I'll drink to that.", he replied honestly and 
earnestly. The two men then simultaneously tipped back their shot glasses, the strong spirit sliding down their 
throats with relative ease. 


A grin soon spread across Don's features as he fished a joint out of his pocket, putting it between his lips and 
lighting up. Those big baby blue eyes of his soon closed as he took a deep drag off the joint and inhaled the 
smoke into his lungs. A serenity filled his veins, one he rather enjoyed and after a few moments exhaled the 
smoke, coughing slightly. This process repeated itself until half of the joint was smoked. Don then passed it off 
to Glenn, leaning back against the bar counter, eyes still closed After a few more moments, his eyes slowly 
fluttered open. 


Don then signaled over to the bartender once again, this time getting Jack Daniels. The Texas native's eyes 
then drifted over to Glenn, watching as the younger male finished off the joint. Henley was so entranced in the 
other male that he didn't almost get his drink. He then picked up the glass, taking a drink Glenn then looked 
over at Don, also nursing glass of Jack. The tension and chemistry between the two men was so palpable and 


blatantly obvious, truly. 


Don then got up from his barstool, walking over to Glenn's side and pressed his lips ever so delicately to the 
shell of the other male's ear. "Oh sweet darlin’, you get the best of my love", he crooned softly into his ear 
with that smooth, velvet and honey voice. Glenn wasn't sure what it was, if it was the alcohol, weed, Don's 

voice, his lips pressed ever so slightly to his ear, the way his breath tickled his insides with desire. It had to 


be a combination of those all. He was fairly certain 


"Don... We need to get out of here. Please.", said Glenn softly. Normally Glenn wasn't one to beg, but this..this 
was different. This was Don Henley. A man he'd known for about five years now. A man who'd became close 
very quickly. Somebody who'd tore down his well built defenses. Don looked over at Glenn, seeing a side of the 
younger male that he wasn't exactly accustomed to..needy, lust driven, desperate. But he'd be lying if he said it 
wasn't just a huge turn on. 


The elder man then took the other male's hand as they walked out of the club and back to the hotel. 


